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The  dusty  rend  lay  white  before  her, 
(lie  dusty  hedge!  retreating  swiftly 
on  either  side  were  rarely  broken  by 
tree  or  irate.  Fur  away  to  each  aide  lay  ibo 
placid  |M*lure*  of  the  marshes,  whore  tho 

riet  heart*  grazed  ami  tlie  sheep  cropped 
•  abort,  Hww-t  grans.  The  sedge  whispered 
in  the  dyke*,  and  now  and  then  rained  it* 
»*ft  voice  ik*  a  wild  duck  or  a  moorhen 
rustled  from  tin*  shelter  of  it.  Tho  scuto-nd 
farms,  red  walled,  with  yellow  lichen  on 
roof  and  few*.*,  wanned  asleep  in  the  hush 
of  the  moon.  The  frank  faro  of  the  ounntry 
smiled  compaanonaudy  at  the  girl  who  dwme 
whirling  wheels  and  a  dusty  road  rather  than 
the  infinite  pwc  that  li«w  between  green 
pasture  and  bluo  sky.  And  Aleut  saw  it 
all— the  beaut v,  Uic  smile,  the  companion ; 
ami  the  worn  neOMd  very  good  to  her. 
The  r*«d*  were  perfect,  her  bicycle  was 
running  like  a  willing  live  thing.  Her 
dram  was  ixvttv,  her  hat  shady,  and  the 
young  hlis>l  in  her  rejoiced  in  the  strength 
of  her  young  limbs,  the  vision  of  her  young 
•yen.  Far  ahead  the  red  roofs  of  a  village 
gather'd  done  ultoiit  a  grey  chan'll,  like 
children  round  their  mother's  kmi*.  Aim 
rUncd  at  the  -krl«hing-b|..k  *lra|>|sd  to 
her  handle-liar. 

“  I  will  stop  at  that  village."  she  said, 
“whether  it's  Ivveliun'h  **r  not." 

And  mill  the  whit*  naid  rushed  hark  nndor 
her  winds,  ond  the  white  hedge*  gave  phnx* 
to  grey,  lichen**!  fences  guanling  the  winding 
mad  from  the  reed  filled  dykm  that  now 
bordered  it. 

The  village,  like  tho  furm*.  aecnud  asleep. 
Tlio  little  gardens  wen*  full  of  flowers  - 
sunflowers,  listens  marigolds.  with  here  and 
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there  the  great  whhe-und-gold  lily,  looking, 
amid  the  homely  snapdragon*  and  namur- 
tiums,  like  soon  beautiful  Court  lady  astray 
in  a  peasants*  fair. 

A  lota  wheeled  her  hiryde  in  through  the 
grey  gate  of  the  churchyard,  pr"p|«d  it 
against  the  wall,  ami  walked  up  the  I  rick  - 
|sith  to  the  church. 

“  Hut  this  is  magnificent,"  she  said,  and 
indeed  it  was.  Fur  tho  most  jsirt  «nrly 
English,  with  a  Norman  doorway  and  a 
turret  hard  to  date,  the  great  church, 
built  long  ago  for  the  needs  of  many  aonls 
long  since  at  rest.  triumphantly  outface*! 
the  degradation  of  three  or  four  late  |*?r- 
pendicuLir  windows,  and  stoisl  in  its  givy 
“tone,  still  stal.  lv  and  splendid.  The  lichen, 
that  in  the  nianm  softens  tarwmingly  all  brick 
anil  stone-work,  had  painted  the  old  stow*  a 
■oft  ami  pluimiit  «*Jour,  and  on  tho  tower 
and  tlie  strangely  shaped  turret  bang  great 
bulging  mawes  of  shining  ivy. 

A  leva  walk'd  ronnd  the  diitrdi,  noting 
every  dri|tu>>ne,  every  carved  corbel,  every 
moss-grown  laitiri-*s. 

"What  a  Hum'll."  she  said,  "to  find  on 
tho  very  first  day  !  4 1  vy  Church '  looked  goml 
on  the  map,)vrtainly;  hut,  then,  aoi >f ton  good 
naimw  turn  out  to  only  tellow  brick  ami 
galvanised  iron,  ami  the  diitn-h  is  church - 
wunlen-Hothic  built  in  the  wicktd  sixth*.” 

In  the  meadow  hcrond  the  rhlirrh  the 
girl  foand  iIh-  right  jaunt  of  view  for  her 
sketch  ;  she  work'd  i|iiiekly,  with  firm,  ricun 
loin 'In*,  and  us  she  worked  the  wording  of 
the  descriptive  article  to  utrompunv  the 
sketch  Is-gan  t*i  arrange  itself  in  her  mind. 
It  was  a  glorious  idea,  this  u  bicycle  tour 
through  Romney  Marsh,  hy  way  of  holiday 
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and  tile  series  of  urticli*  mid  sketches, 
“  Churches  of  Uie  Mandiliuids,"  would  |«j 
for  Uiu  holiday  over  and  over  again.  Aicxa 
wondeivd  why  alio  had  never  thought  of 
this  before.  Hitherto  she  had  worked  ul 
her  writing  und  illustrating  in  her  little 
l<omloii  Hat,  and  spent  a  quiet  and 
straitened  fortnight  at  some  cheap  seaside 
place.  Hut  now,  since  she  had  a  bicycle, 
all  thing*  seemed  |s -wilile.  She  finished 
the  sketch  and  went  to  look  at  the  church. 
The  big  iron  ring  (hat  nerved  as  handle  to 
the  west  door  turned  easily  in  her  haud,  and 
the  heavy  grey  oak  swung  slowlr  inwards. 

**  They  don't  kick  up  the  church,  then," 
she  Mill  s  “  that  looks  an  if  the  jicopic  enrol 
for  it  a  little,  and  liked  to  anno  in  to  rest 
and  be  quiet  for  a  while  sometime*,  even  on 
workday*." 

Hut  when  she  stood  within  the  church  she 
perceived  that  the  church  door  hud  not  beoa 
left  open  booMBO  anybsly  cared.  The 
structure  of  the  clmrch  was  a*  hue  within 
without ;  seven  early  English  arches  on 
cither  side  of  the  nave  divided  the  side 
aisle#  from  the  centre.  The  middle  of  the 
church  was  fitted  with  heave.  square,  wooden 
pews,  which,  very  long  ago,  had  liven  nuinkd 
u  dull  drab  colour.  The  locks  of  these 
pews  reached  almost  to  the  shoulder*  of  the 
arches.  Aicxa  trod  softly  on  the  broken 
stones  und  tiles  of  the  central  aisle  and  near 
the  chancel  found  a  way  to  the  south  aisle. 
This  was  a  mere  lumber  shed.  There  were 
broken  duiirs  ami  dirty  tin  candlesticks, 
rotting  cht*W  crammed  with  mouldering 
papsra  ami  parchment*—"  Pricolcm  |siri»h 
records,  I  shouldn't  wonder!"  said  Alex* 
angrily.  There  were  piles  of  old  books,  and 
crumbling,  dry,  brown  evergreens  in  lieu)*. 
“  I  snp|»««e  sumeliody  decorated  (lie  cliurdi 
when  it  was  built,  und  these  thing*  have 
Iwn  here  ever  since—  oh  ! - " 

From  behind  a  heap  of  lumber  in  which 
u  rusty  fender  and  a  wheel  I  arrow  took 
loading  |uits  ikimeoiie  ruse  up  -a  young 
man  in  Manuels  with  curling  brown  hair 
uud  a  cavalier  moustache. 

“  I  am  afraid  I  frightened  you,"  ho  said, 
when  the  gravedigger's  tools  disturb'd  by 
Ills  sudden  rising  had  settled  in  milling 
protest  on  the  Iwoken  til*  of  the  aide. 

“  I  saw  that  yon  didn't  see  me,  ami  as  ymi 
wen-  talking  to  yourself -  " 

"  Was  I  talking  uhaid  ?  I  was  only 
thinking  what  a  burning  sliumc  it  is  to  hi 
this  wonderful  old  iJikt  go  to  niek  and  ruin 

like  this - " 

"It  u  a  shame,"  he  answered;  "uml 
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there  are-  most  astonishingly  lovely  tilings 
here,  Us».  There's  a  dear  little  hraw  under 
that  rubbish— I  was  trying  U»  unearth  it." 
He  luokod  longingly  at  the  rulihish  beaip. 

Alcxa's  eves  brightened.  “  Oh,  do  you 
think  we  might  ?  "  she  Mid.  "  I  have  some 
s-r  and  heel-lull,  and  I  should  so  like  to 
e  a  rubbing  of  it  ?  " 

The  young  man  looked  ut  her  more  atten¬ 
tively.  This  sort  of  girl,  without  sliyiuw, 
as  without  affectation,  was  new  in  bis 
experience.  She  was  liken  man,  lie  reflected, 
in  the  frankness  of  her  uddruss,  her  simple 
acccpIaiM-e  of  the  bind  of  a  common  interest 
b-twevn  them.  Tluil  "we"  of  hers  was 
charming,  he  thought. 

"  I  think  we  might,"  lie  answered,  ami 
lifting  the  wheelbarrow  trundled  it  to  a 
remote  corner. 

When  ho  cuinc  lack  she  spoke,  her  arms 
full  of  the  withered  wreaths. 

“  I'll  clcur  off  lluwe  tilings  if  you'll  do  the 
heavy  oik*.  You  see.  I'm  <l«ing  some  ortiede* 
on  Kentish  churches,  and  the  brass  would 
crane  ill  nicely - " 

That  was  a  feminine  touch  lie  noted.  Men 
do  not  begin  to  talk  of  their  work  ut  once 
to  perfect  strangera.  Hut  women  are  ao 
pleased  and  surprised  to  And  that  they  aui 
earn  their  own  living,  that  they  speak  of 
their  work  with  the  insistent,  urtlcM  pride  of 
clever  children. 

He  found  an  old  broom  among  the  litter, 
and  when  ut  last  the  brass  lav  bare  lie  swept 
the  dust  from  it.  Then  she  dreqipcd  on  her 
knees  and  dusted  the  little  figure  with  her 
handkerchief. 

"  And  tkaf*  like  a  man,"  thought  he. 

Then  she  looked  helplessly  shoot  her  for 
something  on  which  to  rub  bur  bgriimd 
fingers.  Hu  held  out  his  own  handkerchief 
quite  simply. 

"That's  feminine  of  her,"  said  lie  to 
himself. 

Alex*  secured  the  rubbing  of  the  tonsured 
figure  with  the  folded  hands  ami  strait 
tussock,  ami  while  she  nibbed  he  held  the 
jxijs-r  for  her  and  they  talked.  She  was 
entirely  at  her  ease :  it  wus  quite  natural  to 
lur  to  talk  to  all  intelligent  human  being 
with  interest*  like  her  own.  Rut  the  yonng 
man,  wh.r*u  iiphringing  had  been  among 
women  of  a  narrower  and  more  formal  type, 
found  tlie  situation  novel,  with  a  touch  of 
rranuiuv  in  it  vi<  n. 

Aicxa  s|«.ke  her  mind  freely  as  to  the 
iniquity  of  |mr*>ii  and  churdi wardens,  and 
he  listened,  smiling  a  little  awkwardly,  but 
eislorsing  to  the  full  her  condemnations. 
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••  Hut  tou  don't  know  the  won«  jot,"  be 
Slid,  when  tlie  bra**  rulil.inir  was  finislutl. 
“ Come  and  m  the  north  wiilo."  If  the 
swiih  uk  WiH>  a  wild,  rum.,  tliiw  was  a  dencrt, 
and  a  dwelt  swept  and  garnished.  The 
oH,  Hat  tonil*  wen'  Isoiidcd  over,  tables  and 
form.  i.uimp-1  tlie  Uwuty  of  aivli  and 
window  above  them,  and,  worse  than  all,  an 
American  stove  *-|iiati««l  black  and  sordid  hi 
the  lad  v-elia|«  I.  and  Mliek  it* 
black pi|a*  straight  up  through 
the  rafters  of  the  wonderful 
••kl  n«of.  On  the  ».«ll 
w.rv  hung  these  <  . 

I  dark  l-sinls,  with  ’ 

while  !•  \l»  juilil.'l 

«•  I •-  '•*.  ■"  •  •»*  b  « 

the  piety  of  lie  *• 

Ocorgiun  |»'i i«a|  di  I 

s*> 

He  pointed  to  mi.  .  9  1  ' 

of  tlicwr,  jllst  by 

the  American  ’ 

ami  da-  .jH 

rrad,”llow 

dreadful  i> 
thi.  pUv!” 

They  l-.k.d 
at  each  other 
and  laughed. 

Then  Al- Aa  n- 
nM'lllltelxl  (hat 
thi*,  however 
di*gm*<d.  w.i* 
a  ehnrvh.  and 
that  in  church 

*"U  must  not  * 

laugh.  she  led 

the  way  mtliujam  h 

Pausing  there  sin 

said- 

*•  I’m  awfully  glad  I 
met  you.  You've  toM 
me  lots  about  tin 
church  I  didn’t  know, 
ami  you  found  the  brum 
Thank  you  ever 
much.  Now  I’m  going 
to  have  my  Inndi  him-  -  n,r 
under  the  yew  tree,  ami  ■" 

then  I  must  go  an. 

I  want  to  get  allot  tier  church  in  to-Uy. 
(iood-bye.** 

“  (Jood-bve.“  lie  said  incidiaiiieally.  “  I 
wish  I  could  give  you  some  lunch,  Ian 

“Oh,  1  have  mr  sandwiches  on  the 
machine.  I  .hall  he  all  right,  thanks." 

Shu  stood  waiting.  Why  didn’t  the  man 


••I.."*  here,"  he  mid  ilmperatclj.  “ I've 
Uvn  here  three  day* :  it's  a  dim  I -and -alive 
ptacc,  and  you  are  the  fiwt  |.'rson  I've  area 
who  i 'mi M  exchange  a  word  with  me  on  any 
Iml  fanning  subjects.  Would  it  lie-  would 
toil  mind  I  wish  you  would  let  me  stay 
ami  l»\r  lumfa  with  toll." 

"  He  hluslies  generously,*'  she  thought, 
and  aloud  .lie  said,  her  tiirpruv  .honing 
only  very  .lightly  in  her  jm-tiy  eyw 

■ .. '  _  •*»■»  - 

^  I  “All  right. 


l*.ltl«!  ol  lion  i  la  let. 

.»*  like  .  -iiiim  •'  llrtwli  “r  cnittribo- 

a."  lion,  he  saMl  gully. 

And  ihi*  was  how 
Alexa  found  Iw-melf  pi.  km«  king  in  a  rliurvh- 
yard  with  a  j.-rfivt  stranger.  They  fell  to 
talking  again  over  the  i.i<-  and  sandwiches. 

ami  im  mom  be  talked  taa  butter  Alexa  Khed 

him.  When  Ml  l.i*l  she  led  l»cr  bicycle 
through  the  churvh-gatt*  -he  said  to  hem- If, 
"  I'm  aorry  I  .hall  never  w  him  any 
more!" 
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Hill  In-  mid  l«i  her,  ••  Shall  1  never  are 
Jmii  a<r.ii  ii  -  *' 

••  Tlie  world  i»  Kiiiall."  -lie  mid  dwrfallr. 
•  <i  Nil-live.  Thank  y..u  m  much  about  the 
bn*iw  ! "  Ami  with  whirling  wheel*  ami  4 
M  of  irrev  »kirt  »lie  w.i*  gone.  lie  »t«**l 
I- -•kuisr  after  her  till  the  bicycle  faded  round 


"I  will  write  II  cart,  plain-spoken  note," 
die  Raid,  “ami  tell  the  man  what  I  think  of 
him."  Hut  -lie  wr..te  in  a  white  heat  of 

anjrcr  ami  indignali . ami  thoii|*h  tin-  letter 

wii»  |4aiu-Rpoken  enough  it  waa  certainly  not 
•hurl.  It  wan  add  rowed  to  the  mt-’.r  of 
Ivychurvli.  It  reminded  him  of  hi*  income. 


of  hi*  dulie*  i”  the  pari-hioner.  and  t*>  tlie 
chiirh.  "You  have  held  tllii  living  fur 
thirty  yettru.-  Kiel  the  angry  letter,  “and 
yon  have  nfrml  v«»ur  ehnreh  to  liccone  u 
mltln-h  heap  ami  a  di*gnwT.  I  write  thin 
h>  that  you  may  know  that  xotucouc  is  left 


the  corner  of  th<*  la*t  Imnw  and  then  w.ni 
lawk  U>  thechiin -liyarl  (41  thinkof  her.  I !•-  Li 

umler  the  yew  tree,  thinking,  till  the  ahadowi 
Iwgiui  to  leus'tlo-ii  iii  rarmwt.  lie  wa*  young, 
ami  to  him  that  day  had  revealed  inanr  thins.**. 

Aleva  bid  that  m-hl  at  a  I  inn  u*n 
mil.-*  from  Ivy.-hiin  h.  Itcforc  *be  dc|*  -lie 
I  ■arrowed  |.n  and  ink  from  the  motherly 
Umllady  ami  wrote  a  letter. 

D^«dby  GOk  »glC 


A  PERFECT  STRANGER. 


178 


who  knowi  of  your  wickedness,  anti  who  will 
protest  against  it.”  She  signed  her  name 
with  a  vehement  flourish,  and  next  day  she 
posted  the  letter. 

When  the  lector  received  that  letter,  he 
read  it,  and  re-read  it,  and  rumpled  Ins  lunr 
helpliwly  with  hi*  hand*. 

But  within  a  month  of  it*  arrival  masons 
were  at  work  in  the  old  church. 

II. 

AutXA  wm  very  dull  indeed.  It  is  u  fine 
thing  to  earn  your  own  living  and  be  inde¬ 
pendent,  but  a  little  lonely  fiat  in  I,ondon  it 
a  poor  place  to  spend  Christmas  in,  and  Alexa 
had  no  relation*.  She  looked  np  from  her 
liook  two  days  before  the  loneliest  day  of  all, 
and  saw  that  the  nun  was  turning  her  green 
serge  curtain*  a  fine  yellow. 

“  How  pretty  Ivycliurch  must  lie  looking  !" 
she  suid.  “  I  will  go und  *|«-nd  Christum*  in 
the  marshes." 

And  she  went. 

She  stayed  at  the  wine  little  inn  where 
she  had  written  that  pBwionatr  letter  to  the 
rector  of  Ivychurvh.  and  on  the  afternoon 
of  Christmas  Day  she  look  out  her  bicycle 
and  rode  over  to  the  village. 

Still,  a*  w  lien  last  she  rode  down  it*  street, 
it  seemed  ushvp  or  dead.  Site  liwmd  her 
bicycle  against  the  wall  at  the  old  The 
air  struck  cold,  and  she  took  her  cloth  cape 
from  the  humllc-lstr  and  went  lip  to  llie 
church,  tlirough  the  lilU-r  of  planks  and 
stones,  mortar,  and  dead  ashot,  tliut  disfigured 
tlie  grassy  mound*  of  the  churchyard.  A 
ladder  leaned  against  one  of  llie  tombstones, 
and  round  the  tower  was  a  network  of 
scaffolding  |tok*. 

“So  my  letter  did  wake  him  up!"  die 
thought,  with  a  thrill  of  triumph. 

To  the  inside  of  the  church  a  greater 
change  hurl  come.  The  pews  ami  the  oval 
texu  were-  cleared  away.  The  stove  no 
longer  Nitaggkd  in  the  lody-ehapd,  but 
stood  in  a  corner,  nine *>t  hidden  by  a  new 
screen  of  carved  wood,  it*  chimney  retiring 
decently  through  the  wall  U-liind.  In  the 
lady-chaprl  was  an  altar,  ami  there  weic 
flower*.  The  rest  of  the  church  was  given 
over  to  a  cleanly  desolation,  IhiI  in  the  lady- 
chap-- 1  were  fresh  gre««n  wreatlisand  garlands, 
because  it  was  Christmas  time.  Ami,  fixing 
up  a  wreath  of  yew  that  had  fallen  from  its 
nail,  was  a  figure  in  black.  The  early  dusk 
of  the  December  day  was  closing  in,  but  a 
chill,  pink  light  dione  through  a  window  on 
llie  face.  And  Alexa  recognised  the  stranger 

D**t»d  bv  C»Ok  »gle 


with  whom  she  had  picnicked  in  the  golden 
afternoon  of  Se|*e tuber. 

He  tunied  and  came  towards  her,  and  she 
saw  that  his  drew*  was  that  of  an  English 
clergyman. 

“  too  ?  "  he  said  softly. 

"  Tliey  have  begun  to  restore,  then  ?  "  she 
said,  “and  you  have  come  down  here  at 
Christina*  ?  How  strange  ! " 

Instinctively  die  had  turned  from  the 
comer  where,  with  flow  ere  and  carpet*  and 
evergreens,  faith  seemed  to  have  grown  vital, 
material,  and  walked  into  the  barren 
barrenness  of  the  middle  aisle. 

“  I  live  here,"  he  mid.  “  We  have  fonnd 
all  sort*  of  wonderful  things.  I  knew  wc 
should.  I  must  diow  you  everything ;  but 
it  is  too  dark.  Are  you  slaving  here 
long?" 

“  1  shall  be  about  here  for  a  few  days.  I 
didn't  know  you  were  in  orders." 

"  I  know  you  didn't.  Do  you  remember 
that  strange  little  turret  ?  We' couldn't  make 
it  out,  you  recollect.  Well,  it  leads  to  llie 
crypt  —  pure  Norman  —  the  most  perfect 
thing.” 

“  I  should  like  to  see  that" 

“There  arc  candU sticks  down  there. 
They’re  underpinning  the  walls." 

Hu  o| cried  the  door  of  the  little  turret, 
and  a  dark  hole  in  the  ground  showed  a  hint 
of  steps  leading  down. 

“  It  was  all  bricked  np,"  lie  said.  "  Mind 
how  yon  go.  !»et  me  light  a  mutch.  The 
stairs  are  quite  sound." 

He  struck  a  vesta  and  she  followed  him 
down. 

When  they  readied  the  crypt  he  lighted 
candle  after  candle  und  stock  them  on  the 
ledges  of  the  wall*. 

“  Thete  ! "  he  suid  ;  “  isn’t  it  rnugui- 

fieent  ?  " 

“  I  fed  a  little  lewildcred."  she  said.  “  I 
thought  Ivycbmdi  bad  no  friend*,  and  now 
I  find  it  oil  it*  way  to  the  high  |4urc*  of 
honour.  I  thought  you  were  a  tourist 
ami - " 

“  It’s  being  -lone  m-*t  carefully,"  he  went 
on  irrelcxiuitly  :  "  nothing  will  lie  *|M»ikd. 
It  wa*  the  fianm-ls,  1  suppose.  I  can't  get 
oat  of  llie  way  of  wearing  them  in  the 
summer.  Assnnn  as  the  wall*  are  safe,  ami 
the  roof,  wo  ►hall  go  on  t<>  explore  lichind 
the  lath  ami  plaster.  I  think  there's  original 
colouring  on  some  of  the  walls.  Iiook  at 
the  groining  of  this  roof  ami  the  scal¬ 
loped  -ah - " 

A  sudden,  diani  cr.uk,  followed  I«t  a  thun¬ 
dering  sonml  of  falling  masonry.  The  crypt 


174 


THU  WINDSOR  J/.-l GAXISE. 


seemed  In  shake,  and  *11  the  candle*  went 
i>ni-  There  followed  «  deep  wiener. 

“  Where  are  roil  ?"  he  cried.  -  Are  you 
hurl  1 " 

**  No.”  Her  voice  came  through  the  dark- 
nras,  tremulous,  but  only  a  very  liule. 

The  sharp, sodden  spurt  of  flume  from  the 
match  as  he  struck  it  showed  liiin  a  white 
face  uihI  frightened  ejta,  hut  the  mouth  was 
net  firmly. 

He  lighted  one  of  the  caudles. 

-  WlMt  i«  it  ?  **  nlic  raid. 

"The  stair  Inn*  fallen  in,  I  think,”  he 
answered  quietly,  and  went  to  see.  Through 
the  low  areh  by  which  they  had  entered  the 
lame  of  a  mound  of  masonry  now  protruded. 

•*  Hold  the  candle,"  he  said,  and  cre|*t 
over  the  heap  and  out  of  sight.  Than  a 
hand  reached  hack  for  the  imihIIc. 

“  Here,  give  mo  the  light." 

She  gave  it,  half  kneeling  on  the  broken 
masonry  to  reach  his  outstretched  fingers. 
The  liule  glimmer  of  the  candle  through 
the  archway  seemed  to  dniw  the  darkness 
towards  it,  and  Aloxa  felt  it  pressing  behind 
her  like  a  tangible  presence.  After  a  while 
he  called  to  her  to  take  the  candle,  and  then 
came  Knunhling  Inrk  over  the  broken  stone 
and  nibble.  His  black  coat  was  covered 
with  while  dust,  and  his  hair  wu*  nun|*hd 
and  Inal  colored*  in  it,  she  noticed. 

“  Well  ?  "  she  suid  impatiently. 

“Well,”  lie  answered,  hxking  at  her  in  a 
dated  way.  Hu  took  the  candle  again  and 
held  it  all  on  one  side  so  that  the  melted 
grease  ran  down  over  hi*  hand.  mSu|i|»mo 
we  were  to  sit  down.  You'll  lie  tired  stand¬ 
ing  so  long.” 

“Wlmt  has  happened  ?" 

“  I  li..|.  you're  m>l  afraid  of  tin  dark.-' 
lie  nid.  •'  I  don't  sn]*)>«c  I  shall  la:  able  to 
get  you  out  alive,  mid  you  don’t  even  know 
iiit  iiruiM-,  and— I  la-*  your  |an!on,  I  think 
I  ant  drv tilling."  lie  set  the  candle  on  a 
ledge  and  brgan  to  walk  up  and  down, 
holding  hit  head  in  his  hands.  Alixa 
wondered  if  the  candle-grease  on  his  hand 
had  hardened  yd,  or  if  it  would  come  off  cm 
his  hair.  She  worn  fared  why  she  did  im*i 
feel  cold.  It  was  frosty  outside,  she  re¬ 
in.  inhered.  She  lOOKOd  to  take  the  man  by 
the  shoulder* and  shake  the  truili  out  of  him. 
Suddenly  he  *t«*p|»d  in  his  walk  and  Spoke 
in  Ins  natural  voice. 

"  I  don't  know  what  I've  been  saying. 
Forgive  me  if  1  talked  nonsense.  It  was 
rather  a  dawk  in  think  that  I  It. -I  led  rmi 
into  this  you.  of  all  pco|Jc.  Now  I'm 
sane  again.  I’ll  tell  you  exactly  what  has 
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hams-ned.  As  far  as  1  can  make  out,  the 
wall  of  the  staircase  has  given  way.  I 
suppose  the  iinderpiiuiing  of  the  other  wall 
has  shaken  it.  Or  |wrha|«  it  was  hrickcd 
up  all  those  ream  ago  because  they  knew 
it  wasn’t  safe.  Tile  workmen  won't  oouie 
near  the  place  till  after  to-morrow,  mud 
perhaps  not  then ;  you  know  they  are  never 
in  u  hurry  to  get  to  work  ufter  Ikiuk  Holiday. 
There's  nothing  to  b-  done." 

“It  *»  rather  lud,"  she  Raid,  “hut  wc 
must  ho|, |  on  ami  keep  up  our  courage. 
The  villagu  is  all  round  us— quite  cloae ; 
someone  will  hear  if  we  shout-" 

"  Tlie  village  is  quite  cl.ae -yea,"  he  aid. 

"  Ibit  tlie  dead  pcoplo  lie  thick  between," 
she  went  on,  “  and  no  one  can  expect  them 
to  carry  mewagm.  Now  I’m  ulking  nonsense, 
loo.  Hut  someone  will  come  into  the  cliureh, 
or  they  will  miss  yon  and  come  to  look.” 

He  'did  not  Icil  her  that  they  would  not 
miss  him  liecausc  he  Inal  conic  into  tlie 
church  on  he  way  to  Canterbury— whore 
lie  hud  meant  to  mend  a  few  quiet  days 
among  Uiu  old  books.  He  only  Raid,  “  If 
you  left  the  church  door  open  there  is  a 
chance." 

“  Yes"  she  said  quickly,  “  I  did  leave  it 
open.”  Hut  die  lied.  She  could  not  bear 
to  add  to  the  tomicui  which  she  saw  con¬ 
sumed  him  at  the  thought  of  the  doom  he 
had  brought  on  her. 

"  You're  quite  right,"  she  said  presently, 
“Wo  ought  to  sit  down  and  try  not  to 
think  —  if  you  arc  quite  sure  there  is  no  other 
way  out." 

"There  is  none,"  he  answered  briefly. 
“  I  know  every  inch  of  the  place." 

"Well,"  she  said,  and  her  voioc  was 
si. tidy,  cheerful  even,  "  I  suppose  if  uuy«nc 
came  into  the  church  we  should  hear  them, 
and  they’d  hear  US  if  we  shouted." 

“  iWiblv.  Sound  travels  in  strange 
ways.  You  nre  good.  Most  women  would 
have  been  scrvHining  and  railing  me  names 
before  this." 

She  lauglitd.  “  You  don't  know  •  most 
women,'"  she  said.  And  lie  wa*  more 
grateful  to  her  for  her  laugh  than  for  all  the 
other  manifestation*  of  her  courage.  As, 
indeed,  lie  had  raison  to  lie. 

They  sat  down  and  each  made  the  strong 
effort  needed  to  talk  of  oilier  things  than 
this  burial,  this  death  in  life. 

She  t..|d  him  of  her  childhood,  and  of  her 
schooldays,  of  her  struggle*  against  poverty, 
and  her  early,  timid,  hardly  hoped-for  suc- 
ow*,  ami  he  queslHOCd  iiihI  listened.  Rut 
after  a  while  juiiscs  drop|*d  like  stones  iuto 
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the  pool  of  her  speech,  and  pmently  tell  no 
fast  that  the  pool  was  dried  up  and  silence 
mbs  between  them. 

••Are  you  hungry  ?"  he  asked, after  along 
time. 

**  Not  a  bit,  I  have  some  biacuila  in  my 
iKK’kct,  if  f  ill  are." 

“  No,"  he  said.  “  Oh,  no.  1  was  only 
thinking.  I  must  explore  a  hit." 

He  left  her  sitting  there  and  examined 
the  litter  of  tools  and  odd  things  left  by  the 
workmen.  He  found  half  a  dozen  empty 
sucks  thut  had  held  oeiuent  or  such  things, 
and  an  »old  coat,  probubly  the  foreman's 
working  garment.  He  took  off  his  own  coat 
und  put  on  this  tweed  jacket,  with  the 
rounded  shoulders  and  that  smell  of  putty 
« liicli  hangs  about  the  clothes  nf  all  work¬ 
men,  whatever  be  their  trade.  He  arrangod 
the  sacks  in  one  of  the  little  side  chapels. 
*•  They  will  do  to  cover  her  if  she  sleeia," 
he  thought.  "  Pray  Hud  she  may  sleep.*1 

T lieu  he  wont  bock  to  her. 

“  You’re  to  have  my  coat,"  he  said.  “  I’ve 
got  another."  She  submittal.  Then  he 
talked  to  her  awhile  and  told  her  many 
things.  At  ton  o’clock  be  wound  up  his 
watch  und  asked  her  if  she  could  sleep. 

-  It’s  very  odd,"  site  said,  u  but  I  believe 
I  could." 

He  led  her  to  the  little  chapel  and  showed 
her  the  sacks.  She  insisted  on  dividing 
them  with  him.  Ho  took  his  share  to  the 
other  chapel  and  lar  down.  To  his  surprise 
lie  found  dreams  taking  bold  of  him  almost 
la-fore  he  Inal  said  to  himself  that  he  COtlld 
never  sleep,  lie  fell  ashep  praying  for  her, 
und  when  he  awoke  it  was  six  o’clock,  and  he 
heard  her  moving  and  saw  the  gleam  of  a 
lighted  candle. 

“  I  liuvc  found  a  puil  of  water,"  she  cried 
in  answer  to  his  greeting,  “and  it  tastes  all 
right.  Come  and  have  breakfast" 

They  each  hail  a  biscuit  and  some  of  the 
water,  und  talked  of  the  p«**ibilitics  of 
rescue  till  they  dared  not  to  talk  of  them 
any  more.  Then  she  asked  him  if  he  could 
rcinemWr  the  morning  prayers,  and  she 
list 'in'll  to  (he  Is-uuliful  words  and  ichonlol 
her  heart  to  ]sitiencv  and  courage.  “  If  the 
worst  come*,’*  she  said,  “I  shall  not  die 
alone.  He  is  ft  man.  Suppose  1  hail  I  wen 
condemned  to  die  in  this  den  w  ith  a  coward !  ” 


Uy  fell  so 


Tlllft  was  the  second  day,  and  of  the  length  of 
lluit  day  there  are  not  words  enough  in  all 
English'  U»  u-ll  the  Ule.  The  two  talk'll  and 


were  silent,  they  walked  and  sat  and  dozed 
a  little,  and  the  hours  were  like  weeks  and 
the  minutes  like  hours.  There  were  eight 
biscuits,  and  that  evening  they  ate  two  more. 
And  he  felt  giddv  and  sick  witli  fasting,  and 
with  fear  and  with  sorrow,  hat  his  fears  and 
his  sorrow  wore  for  her.  For  himself,  he 
felt  only  how  hard  it  was  to  have  brought 
this  horror  on  this  woman— the  ideal  woman, 
the  woman  who  oould  look  death  in  the 
face  and  not  flinch. 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  second  day 
that  she  said  — 

“  If  wc  have  got  to  die,  I  should  like  to 
hold  your  hand.  I  am  getting  a  little 
frightened,  and  I  don’t  like  that  dispel  where 
the  sacks  are.  I  think  someone  walks  there. 
That  is  a  feunb  at  the  side,  and,  liesidiw,  the 
dead  people  are  all  around  os— dost,  unite 
do*.'  So  he  held  her  hand  and  she  slept 
against  his  shoulder.  They  hoi  been  buried 
for  two  days  and  two  nights  when,  for  the 
first  time,  to  care  strained  with  silence,  came 
a  footfall  overhead. 

"  Shout ! "  she  whispered  hoarsely,  and  he 
shouted.  With  trembling  hands  she  lighted 
one  of  the  cuiidles  they  hail  been  sparing 
of  them  through  there*  long  hours— and 
brought  him  the  pail.  “  Drink  !  "  she  said  : 
“you  have  no  voice.  Drink  and  about;" 
und  while  he  drank  she  shrieked,  “  Help  I 
Stop!  Listen  1N 

“  Look  up,”  she  said.  “  I  would  not  worry 
you  by  telling  you — there's  a  crack— no,  go 
on  shooting,  you  can  hear  all  the  same  — 
there's  u  crack— I  have  area  the  light  through 
It— in  the  roof  over  there." 

A  voice  answered  their  shouliug.  “  Who’s 
there  ?  "  it  cried. 

“  We’re  buried  !  Fetch  someone  U>  dig  us 
011L  (Jo  at  once—  we’re  starving—  hern  acre 
three  days  in  the  crypt.  Stair*  blocked.  Go. 
for  God’s  sake  I"  Thu  footstep  above  hurried 
heavily  away. 

Then  he  looked  at  her  and  ahe  broke  into 
wild  sobbing.  "  Oh,  we’re  ft  of  going  to  die," 
she  cried.  “  We’re  going  to  live.  I  didn’t 
want  to  die.  But  I  mu  good,  wasn't  I  ?  Oh, 
say  I  was  good  and  brave,"  and  with  that 
she  faiiitctl  quietly  away. 


"  See  what  comes  of  leaving  church  doors 
unlocked,"  he  said,  a  few  hours  later,  when, 
warmed  and  fed,  they  sal  Ixxide  the  rectory 
fire  waiting  for  the  carriage  that  was  to 
take  Alexa  luck  to  her  lodging  in  the  little 
inn.  “If  that  trump  hadn't  crept  in  for 
warmth - 
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Don't,"  ■»»©  m*\  :  “  I'm  ufrwhl  to  think 
of  it.  I  believe  I  shall  be  afraid  now  all  uir 
life." 

"You  won’t.  Hear  won't  live  lonjr  with 
joo.  you  brave  woman.  When  am  1  to  see 
you  again  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  Home  day,  prlni|w." 

"The  world  is  small,  as  von  said  once. 
Are  you  going  to  cnM  me  off  beam**  I  uin 
the  rertor.  and  vou  know  now  who  it  waa 
that  you  wrote  that  letter  to  ?  Your  letter 
had  mulling  to  do  with  the  restoration.  I 
ill  wav*  meant  to  ilo  it  fnun  the  tir-t.  That 
day  1  saw  you  was  my  first  day  here.  Oh, 
forgive  me  for  lining  a  rector  ! " 

llrre  his  grim  Iwwiwkiwner  uunounctl  (hat 
the  By  from  the  “  Dragon  *  was  wailing. 

"  U  it  wait ! "  be  said  impalimtlr.  The 
old  woman  n-trmted  muttering  ami  In-  stood 
up,  a  little  unsteadily. 

“  l»o  you  know,"* lie  said,  "  I  find  I  aui’l 
let  you  go.  iiuh-ss  you  |tromi*e  to  conn-  lack. 
I  can't  do  without  you." 

Sin-  k Hiked  at  him.  "Do  you  mean - ?" 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  s|*-ak  now.  |  dkln'l 
say  a  Wonl,  did  I.  when  we  were  dow  n  there 
among  the  d.-ad  people?  I  meant  to  try  and 
make  you  love  me,  if  ever  we  got  out.*  Oh, 
yea ;  I  mcint  to  wait  rears  for  your  answer  ! 
Bui  I  oun'i  wait  an  liour.  Tell  me  you'll 
marry  me.  Dear.  dear,  dear  one  !  I  can’t 
let  you  go." 

"  You  must  be  mad,"  die  said,  looking  at 


him  doiiUfnlly.  “  II  >w  can  I  jnouiise  to 
marry  you,  a  |srfwt  st  uigcr  ?  " 

He  lluslntl  and  for  a  moment  be  was 
silent,  tasting  the  bitterness  of  the  con¬ 
ventional  phrase.  Then  he  laughed. 

“  A  l>ertrct  stranger  ! "  he  said.  "  And  Wc 
have  sat  hand  in  hand  and  looked  D  illi  in 
the  eyes  !  Do  you  suppose  we  could  know 
each  other  half  so  well  if  we’d  been  meeting 
wich  other  for  yrnw  at  |«rties  and  dinners  ? 
You  don't  know.  Is  it  nothing  to  you  ? 
Am  I  nothing  to  you?  Answer  me!  Hus 
any  other  malt  shown  rou  his  heart  and  soul 
as  I  have  done  in  tiiese  long  hours  and 
lioura  ?" 

"No!"  she  fallens!  s  "but - " 

"And  no  other  man,"  lie  sahl  masterfully, 
“  shall  ever  know  your  soul  ns  I  know  it." 

"  Is  it  that  you  really  run*  ?  ”  she  askid, 
reaching  out  a  trembling  hand  to  him,  "or 
is  it  only  that  you  think  you  ought  ?" 

He  caught  her  hand  ami  laughed  again. 

"  You  may  go  now,"  he  said.  "  Let  me 
wrap  you  up  in  shawUand  tilings.  In  Ilnrrh 
not  a  day  later  von  will  come  back  to 
me.  We  shall  lie  very  happy,  t  Hi,  my  deur, 
brave  little  woman,  my  own  »*ail  !  Ami  you 
will  forgive  mo  for  bring  u  rector,  and  we 
shall  Is-  together  all  our  happy  live*.  We 
shall  Is-  happier  than  anyone  else  in  the 
world.” 

“Oh,  well!”  die  said,  “if  you  think 
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